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94. The fecond Tart o, 

War. Speake lower (Princes ) tor the King reco- 
uers. ■ ? 

Gle. This Apoplexie will (certaine) be his end# 

King. I pray you take me vp,and beare me hence 
Into fome other Chamber : fofdy 'pray. 

Let there be no noyfe made (my gemle friends) 

Vnleff^fome doll and fauourablc hand 
Will whifper Muficke to my wearie Spirit. 

W*r\ G*ll for the Muficke in the other Roome# 

King. Set me the Crownc vpon my Pillow here. 

Clar. His eye is hollow,and hee changes much. 
fVar. Lcffc noyfe, lefle noyfe. 
sTfomgtjfiH won bnr< . - < 

Enter Trirtce Henry. 

; I>nsH i - i. ov on;; • , v * • . » I 

P.Hen, '■ Who faw the Duke of Clarence ? 

Clar. I am here (Brother) full of heauineffe. 

P.Hen. How now? Raine within doores, and none 
abroad? HowdoththeKing? 

Clo. Exceeding ill. 

P.Ifati Heard hee the good newe* yet ? 

Tell ic him, 

Clo. Hee alter’d much.vpon the hearing it. 

P.Hen. If heebefickewithloy, 

Hee’le recouer without Phyficke. 

War. Not fo much noyfe (my Lords) 

Sweet Prince fpeakelowe. 

The King'.yout Father,is difpos’d to fleepe. 

Clar. Tier vs with-draw into the other Roome. 

War. Wil’t pleafe yonr Grace to goe along with vs ? 
P.Hen. No: I will fir.and watch here,by the King. 
Why doth the Crowne lye thereupon his Pillow^ 
Being fotroublefomeaBedifellow? 

Opollifli’d Perturbation !' Golden Care! 

Thar keeplftrhe Ports of Slumber open wide. 

To many a watchfull Night: fleepe with it now. 

Yet not fo found, and halfe fo deepely fweete. 

As hee whoft Brow (with homely Biggen bound) 
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Maieflic! 

When thou db’fl pinch thy Bearer,thou do’ft fit 
Like a rich Armor,wornc in heat of day, 

That fcaldlff with fafetie : by his Gates of breath, 

There lyes a dovvlney feather,which ftirres not: 

Did hec fufpite.that light and weightlefledowlne 
Perforce muft mouc* My gracious Lord,my Father, 
jl This fleepe is found indeedc: this is a fleepe. 

That from this Golden Rigollhath diuorc’d 
So many Englifh Kings. Thy due,from me. 

Is Teares,and heauicSorrowes of the Blood, 

Which Nature, Loue,and filiall tenderneffe. 

Shall (Odcare Father) pay thee plenteoufly. 

My due,from thee.is this Imperiall Crowne, 

Which(as immediate from thy Place.and Blood) 

Deriues it felfe to me. Loe,heere it fits, 

WbichThtauen (hall guard : 

And put the worlds whole ftrength into one gyant Arme, 
It lhall riot force this Lineall Honor from me. 

This .from thee,will I to mine leauc. 

As ’tis left to me. Exit. 

Enter WarwickfyGloucefier, Clarence. 
tlJtlO mad; !d 

'■Khrg. Warwick*.Gloucefier,Clarence. 

Clar. Doth the King call ? 

War. What would your Maieflie ? how fares your 
Grace? 
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King. Why dad 

Cla.W c left the Prince(my Rrother)heref ^ f 0t( b? 
Who vndertooke to firand watch by you, ^ ^' C 8 C ) 

The Prince of Wales ? where is W >, 

Ice him, . .i,. ? 

fTar. This doore is open,hee is gone thi,*., 

1 Gio. Hec came not abrough the Chamb«‘ »’ 
ftayd. 1 ^ey^ 

King. Where is the Crowne ? who tooke t 
Pillow? - • c bo®mi 

War. When wee with-drew (my Lice* ) , 

heere. 6 ' We « leftj, 

King. The Prince hath ta’ne it hence: 

Goe feeke him out. 

Is hee fo haflie,that hee doth fiippofe 

My fleepe,my death ?Findehim(my Lord ofW . 

Chide him hither: this part of his conioynes 
With my difeafe,8nd helpes to end me. 

See Sonnes, what things you arc: 

How quickly Nature falls into reuolt, 

When Gold becomes her Obie£l? 

For this,the foolifh oucr.carcfull Fathers 
Haue broke their fleepes with thoughts, 

Their braines with cate,their bones with indufl rv 

For this,they baue ingrofled and pyl'd vp 
The canker’d heapes of ftrange-atchieued Gold: 

For this,they haue beene thoughtfull.to inueft 
Their Sonnes with Arts,and Martiall Exercifes: 
When,like the Bee,culling from cuery flower 
The vertuous Sweetes.our Thighcs packt with Wax 
Our Mouthes with Honey,wee bring it to the Hint •’ 
And like the Bee$,are murrhered for our paines. ’ 
This bitter tafte yeelds his engroffements. 

To the ending Father. 

Enter Warveicke. ; 

Now,where is hee, that will not flay fo long, 

Till his Friend Sickneffe hath determin’d me? 

War. My Lord,I found the Prince in the next Roomt 
Wafhing with kindly Teares his gentle Cheekes, ’ 
With fuch a deepe demeanure,in great forrow, 
ThatTyraimy,whichneuer quafft but blood, 
Would(by beholding him)haue wafli’d his Knife 
With gentle eye-drops. Hee is comming hither, 

King. But wherefore did hec take away the Crowne? 
Enter Prince Henry, 

Loe, where hee Comes. Come hither to me[H«nj.) 
Depart the Chamber, leaue vs heere alone. Exit, 
P.Hen. I ocucr thought to heare you fpeake againe. 
King. Thy wifh was Fat her to that thought: 

I flay too long by thee, I wearie thee. 

Do’ft thou fo hunger for roy emptie Chayre, 

That thou wilt needes inueft thee with mine Honors, 
Before thy howre be ripe? O foolifh Youth! 

Thou feek’ft the Greatnefle, that will ouer-whclraethee. 
Stay but a little: for my Cloud of Dignitie 
Is held from falling,with fo weake a winde, 

That it will quickly drop : my Day is dimme. 

Thou haft ftolne that,which after fome few hoivrci 
Were thine,without offence: and at my death 
1 Thou haft feal’d vp my expeftation. 

Thy Life did manifeft,thou lou’dft me not, 

And thou wilt haue me dyeaffur’d of it. 

Thou hid’ft a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haft whetted on thy ftonie heaft. 

To ftab at halfe an howre of my Life. 

VVhat?canft thou not forbeareme halfcan howte? 

Then 


j thefecond^Pi 

TKe0 ^ec thcegoneTanddiggemy grauc thy felfe, 

\ /b!d the merry Bels ring to thy eare 
A , od rhou art Crowned, not that I am dead. 

That ii rhe Teares, that fhoiild bedew my Hearfe 

Sop* of balm e, to f * naific th y he * d: 

n ,i tf compoond me with forgotten duft. 

-•that which gaue thee life, vnto the Wormes : 
£cke downe my Officers, breake roy Decrees j 
*.* nv j a time is come, to mocke at Forme. 
EvThefih is Crown'd :Vp Vanity, 

•rJL Rovall State: All you fage Counfailors,hence: 

From eu’ry Region, Apes ofIdleneffe 

v^vncienbor-Confine«,purgcyou ofyour Scum : 
SVyoti a Ruffian chat fwill (wcarcPdrinkc? danced 
midi Rob?‘Murder?and commit 

Theoldeft finnes, the neweft kindoofwayes ? 
will trouble you no more: 

Pncland, AM* doublc g ill>d > his crcbblc § uiIr * 
EnMind,ftall giue him Office, Honor, Might: 
FortheFifc Harry, from curb’d Licenle pluckes 
The muzxl* ofReftrainc; and the wildc Doggc 
Shallflefh his tooth in eucry Innocent. 

Omy poore Kingdome (ficke^with ciuill blowci) 
When that my Care could not with-hold thy Ryots, 
Wh« wilt thou do* when Ryot is thy Care ? 

0 thou wilcbe a Wilderncffe againe, 
peopled with Wolues (thy old Inhabitants* 

Prince. O pardon me (my Liege) 
got for my Teares, 

The moft Impediments vnto my Speech, 

I had fore-ftall’d this deere, and deepe Rebuke, 
fire you (with greofe) had fpoke, and I had beard 
The coutfeoficTo farre. There is your Crownr, 

’And hetbat wearcs the Crowne immortally. 

Loo * guard it yours. If I afFeft it more. 

Then as your Honour, and as your Renowne > 
let me no more from this Obedience rife. 

Which my moft true, and inward duteous Spirit 
Teachcch this proftratc, and exteriour bending; 

Heauen witneffe with me, when I heere came in. 

And found-^no courfe of breath within your Maieftie, 
How cold it ftrooke my heart. If I do fainc, 

0 let me, in my prefent wildenefle, dye, 

Andneuer liue, to (hew th’incredulous World, 
TheNoblc change that I haue purpofed. 

Comming to looke on you, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almoft(my Liege)co thinke you were) 

Ifpake vnto the-Crownc (as Ivaaing fenic) 

And thus vpbraided it. The Care on thee depending. 
Hath fed vpon rhe body of my Father, 

Therefore, thou beft of Gold, art worft of Gold. 

Other, leffefine in Charraft, is more precious^ 
Prcfcruing life,in Med’cine potable : 

But thou, moft Fine, moft Honour'd, moft Rcnown’d, 
Haft eatc the Bearer vp. 

Thus (myRoyall Liege) 

Accufing it, I put it on my Head, 

To try with it (as with an Enemie, 

That had before my face murdred my Father) 

The Quarrell of a true Inheritor. - I . 

But if it did infoft my blood with Icy, 

Or iwellmy Thoughts, to any ftrainc ofPridei 
Ifany Rebell, or vaine fpiric of mine, 

Did, with the leaft Affe<9:ioh of a Welcome, 

Giuc entertainment to the might of it. 
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Let heauen, for euer, keepe it from my head. 

And make me, as the pooreft Vaffaile is, 

That doth with awe, and terror kncelc tdir. 

King. Omy Sonne! 

Heauen put it in thy niinde to take it hence. 

That thou might’ft ioyne the more, thy Fathers lotie, 
Pleading fo wifely, in excufe of it. 

Come hither Harrie. fie thou by my bedde, 

And heare (1 thinke, the very laceft Counfelt 
That euer I ffiall breath - Heauen knowes.my Sonne) 

By what by-pathes, and iffdireft crook'tl.wayes 
I,met this Crownc: and I my fclfeknow well 
How troublefome it fate vpon my head. 

To thee, it fhall defeend with better Quiet, 

Better Opini^r?, better Confirmation: 

For all the foyle of the Atchieuement goes 
With me, into the Earth. It feem’d in mee. 

But as an Honour lhatch’d with boyft xnusiiand a L. 

And I had many liuing, to vpbraidc 
My gainc ofit, by their Affiflances, 

Which dayly grew toQ^arrell, and to Blood-fticd. 
Wounding luppofed Peace. 

All thefclxoldFeares, 

Thou fejft (with perill) I haue anfwerjed: 

For all my Reignc, hath bcenc but as a Scene 
• Acting that argument. And now my death 
Changeathe Moode: Fx^rwhat in me,was.purchas’d a ;; 
Falles vpon thee, in a metre Fayrer fort. 

So thou, the Garland wear’ft fuccefliuely. 

Yet, though thou ftand’ft more fure,then J could do> 
Thou art hocfirmc enough, fince gteefes are greene: 
Andia^l tby Friends, which.thou muft make thy Friends 
Haue but their ftings,and teeth,newly tak’n out, k 
By whofrfcll working, I was firft aduanc’d. 

And by whofe power, I well .might lodge aFeare 
To be againe difplac’d. Which to auoyd, 

I cut them off:and had apurpofenow 
To leade out many to the Holy Land; 

Leaft reft, and lying ft ill, might makcthemlockc 
Too neerc vnto my Scate. 

Therefore (my Harrie) 

Be it thy courfe to bufie giddy Mindes 
WithForraigne Quarrels: that Afiion henceborne out 
May waftethe memory of the former daye's. 

More wouldl, but my Lungs ate wafted fo. 

That ftrength of Speech is vtterly deni’de tnee. 

How I came by the Crowne, O heauen forgiue t 
And grant it may,with thee, in true peace liue. 

"Prince. My gracious Liege: 

. You wonne it, wore it: kept it,gaue it me, 

Then plainc and right muft my poffeflion be ; 

Which I, with more, then with a Common paine, 
’Gainft all the World, will rightfully maintaine. 

Enter Lord Iohn ofLancafter „ 

- and Wnrmckc. 

King. Looke,looke, 

; Hcere comes my I ohn of Lancafter: 

John. Health, Peace, and Happineffe, _ . .. 

To my Roy all Father. 

King. Thou bring’ft me happineffe and Peace 
(Sonne 1 ohn: 

But health (aiackc) with youthfull wings is flownc 
From this bare, wither’d Txunke. Vpon thy fight 
My worldly bufinefle makes a period. 
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